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experiment with an altogether different style. The
authorities were very kind to me. They gave me a
series in the afternoon, when the audience, though
far larger no doubt than the public of a best-seller,
is nevertheless, by B.B.C. standards, relatively small;
and they let me chat about anything I liked. It was
not so easy as it sounded. First, I found, you had to
be sure that nothing you said was going to be
printed. Once you had print at the back of your
mind, try as you would to stifle it, your literary
conscience was awake, the trail of the serpent was over
all. It isn't merely that one doesn't talk as one
writes, it isn't merely that one uses other words, other
phrases, other rhythms. The difference is far subtler
than that. The whole mind is differently keyed.
One talks about different subjects in a different
setting and in a different way. One can be intimate.
Oddly enough, though my whole object was in-
formality, I found that I needed a great deal of
preparation. There was the question of timing to
begin with. That couldn't be left to chance. And I
usually found that the first draft of a talk of this
kind> or a good deal of it, was dull, pompous or
impersonal. Often I wrote two or three and went on
altering up till the last moment. But when I got to
the microphone I never read my script. It lay there
on the table and I followed the lay-out of it very
closely* But I put most of the sentences now into
my own impromptu words again- It sounds a
curiously circuitous method. But I found that in
this way I could combine careful selection and
shaping with an informality and a sense of intimacy
which was continually surprising me. To my